i8              A SONG  OF ITALY.
Their swords at least that stemmed half Austria's tide
Bade all its bulk divide; Else, though fate bade them for a breath's space fall,
She had not fallen at all. Not by their hands they made time's promise true ;
Not by their hands, but through. Nor on Custoza ran their blood to waste,
Nor fell their fame defaced Whom stormiest Adria with tumultuous tides
Whirls undersea and hides. Not his, who from the sudden-settling deck
Looked over death and wreck To where the mother's bosom shone, who smiled
As he, so dying, her child ; For he smiled surely, dying, to mix his death
With her memorial breath; Smiled, being most sure of her, that in no wise,
Die whoso will, she dies : And she smiled surely, fair and far above,
Wept not, but smiled for love. Thou too, O splendour of the sudden sword
That drove the crews abhorred From Naples and the siren-footed strand,
Flash from thy master's hand, Shine from the middle summer of the seas
To the old bolides, Outshine their fiery fumes of burning night,
Sword, with thy midday light; Flame as a beacon from the Tyrrhene foam
To the rent heart of Rome,